The mft lamentable Tragtdfc 

2?#„ O God I haue an ill diuining foule 
Me thinkes I fee thee now ,thou art lo lo we* 

As one dead in the bottome of a tombe, 
either my eye-fight failcs,or thou lookeft pale. 

Rom, And trufl: me loue,i* my eye fo doe you* 

Drxe forrow drinkes our blond. Adue,adue, 

Ju. O Fortune^ ortune. all men call theelfickle. *** 
If thou art fickle,vvhatdoft thou with him ' 

That is renowmd for faith ?bc fickle Fortune: 

F or then I nope thou wilt not keepc him long. 

But fend him backe. e> 

Enter Mother, 

La. Ho daughter, are you vp* 

Ia, Who ift that callsfit is my Lady mother; 

Is (he not downefo Late or vp fo early* 

{What vnaccuftomd caufe procures her either? 

La, Why how now Ialset. 

I». Madam I am not well. 

■trwf El . iermore seeping for your Cozins death? 

V V hat wilt thou walk himfrom his graue with teares* . 

And ifthoucouldft,thoucouldft not make him Hue: 

1 hereforehauedonc.fomegriefc /kcwesmuch ofloue. 

But much of griefe,ihewes ftill feme want of wit. 

I*. Yet let me weepe.for fuch a feeling Ioffe, 

Aal1 y0a fcele thc Iofle » b « not the friend 

V V inch you wcepefor, 

I«. Feeling fo the Ioffe, 

I cannot chufe but euerweepe the friend. 

^ La,Wc 11 girie,thouweepft not lo much for his death, 

As that the villaine hues which flaughtered him , 
lu. What villaine Madam? 

Let. That fame villaine Romeo , 

Villaine and he be many miles a funder: 

God pardon, Idoe withallmy heart: 

And yet no manlike he.doth grieue my heart. 


La. That 


of Rom to and Juliet: 

La. That is becaufe the Traitor hues. 

/«, I Madam fr°m the reach of thefe my hands} 
Would none but I might vengc my Cozins death. 

La, Wc will haue vengeance for it, fcare thou not. 
Then weepe no more,Ile fend to one in Mantua, 
Where that fame baniiht runnagate doth liuc. 

Shall giue him fuch an vnaccuftomd dram. 

That he fhall foone keepe Tibalt company.* 

And then I hope t hou wilt be fatisfied. 

■ lu. Indeede I neuer fhall be fatisfied 
With Romeo 9 i\W 1 behold him. Dead 
Is my poore heart fo for a kinfman vext: 

Madam if you could find out but a man 
T o beare a poy fon,I would temper it: 
Thatffo«wffihould vpon'receit thereof, 
Sooncfleepein quiet.O how my heart abhors 
T o heare him namde and cannot cometo him. 

To wreake thelouelboremy Cozin, 

Vpon his body that hath flaughtered him. 

Mo, Find thou thc meanes,and ile find fuch a man. 
But now ile tell cheeioyfull tidings Gyrle. 

Ia. Andioy comes wellin fuch a needy time. 

What arc they.befeech your Ladylhip? 

M, Well, well, thou haft a carcfullfather child. 
Oncwho to putiheefrom thy heauines, 

Hathfortcd outafuddenday ofioy. 

That thou experts not,nor I lookt not for. 

/». Madam in happy time,what day is that? 

M. Marry my chfld,early next Thurfday mornc; 
The gallant, young, and Noble Gentleman, 

The Couutie Paris at Saint Peters Church, 

Shall happly make thee there a ioyfull Bride. 

/«. Now by Saint Peters Church, and Peter too, 
Hefliall not make me there a ioyfull Bride. 

I wonder at this haft, that I muft wed 

£te he that ihould be husband comes to wooe: 



